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	mountains high

**A/N: ****so i came out of a full night (it's 6am on monday morning yikes) of starting (and finishing) rwby ( rooster teeth why you gotta treat me like this? im a good person. i do good things. i don't deserve this.) and im super emotional about it right now**

**+tauradonna: no romo. **

**also yang/blake is practically canon i wanna fucking riot why does everything hurt**

**please forgive any typos. i can't seem to type clearly. they'll be cleared up in a few days.**

* * *

><p>It was Yang that did it for her. It was the sight of someone she loved falling to pieces on the ground that made her run.<p>

* * *

><p>Blake does not remember how to stop.<p>

* * *

><p>Part of her seeks to rationalize her lapse in judgement. Part of her whispers <em>you leave because this will draw him away from your friends<em>. Part of her murmurs _wherever you go, you will bring death_. And that part of her even dares to utter _they'll be better off without you anyway_. And, somehow, it's just a little bit right. Instincts push her onward, knowing exactly who and what follows the path she makes so clearly through the uneven, uncivilized placed outside the kingdoms because the only reason anyone got hurt by him back at Beacon was her. Her body aches in spots it hasn't for a long time and maybe once or twice a wayward branch snaps under the weight of her weariness. Maybe once or twice she crashes to the ground on account of her having a hard time keeping her eyes open. Just maybe—

* * *

><p>All Blake dreams about is Yang. Sure, she thinks about Ruby, Weiss, and the others. But it isn't them she sees in her sleep. It's Yang with her right arm around her shoulders. It's that same arm disintegrating into golden ash in a burning building under an unsympathetic roof. While asleep she chokes on it and when she wakes up her teeth have torn through her sleeve or part of the pack she'd swiped while ducking through a deserted town.<p>

Sleep used to be lovely, dark, and deep. It used to be a place she could hide her face and never have to see a familiar face. But ever since her first day at Beacon, that changed. Not once had she ever dreamed about Adam—no, those angry, wartime thoughts came to her in the daylight and manifested themselves in sketches of him in her journal—or anyone else she'd left behind. But Yang—

_Yang_—

* * *

><p>Adam catches up to her once.<p>

He calls her soft things, nice things, things that should never have come out of his mouth. He raises his sword in the same instant he tells her she should have never left him or the cause behind. But her anger is strength in that moment and she knows he will never truly realize how close she'd come to staying. Through years of the manipulation he'd nearly had her convinced he was doing the right thing, It had taken so much time to realize as, she'd gotten older that he was in the wrong. It had taken so much time to realize, as she's grown closer and closer to seventeen, that he had turned into the worst possible thing she'd ever known and he had tried to shrug it off, to normalize it, to get her to believe that what he was doing and saying—to her and to others—was okay. That what he was doing was right.

He recalls her earlier years, time spent as a child who'd been beaten down into the dust by his side for what she was. He tries to calls her back to a time where she believed that violence and deceit were normal parts of her life. He tries _so_ _hard _to make her regret her decision to leave because he has not realized he lost her as soon as she severed herself from him on the train and watched him fade into the distance, until he was nothing and only a memory.

Her heart beats strong with the memory of her friends and the trail of dead he's left in his wake over the years when she cuts him down. For Yang's right arm she severs his left. For her own pain and guilt she pulls off his bone mask and throws it so hard down onto his face that it splinters and breaks. The action cuts new scars into his cheeks, chin, and forehead, blood receding into his red, red hair. And she looks at him and sees him for what he really, truly is: the representation of every violent act she's ever known.

There's a scar stretching from one part of her to the other. For good measure, she takes his sheathed sword and swings it around her waist. His protests are cut short with a swift blow to the head and then she's off. Sick to her stomach with the memories of spilt blood and his fingertips brushing the soft underside of her wrist from a time long since passed, she escapes capture, death, and what worse fates found her back in that clearing.

* * *

><p>He dies choking on the shades of red he buried under her skin, but the White Fang won't stop following her.<p>

* * *

><p>As soon as she comes across civilization, someone recognizes her. They call her <em>hero <em>and _coward _and a barrage of other terms. Each one pierces the armor over her heart, digging in deep.

* * *

><p>Blake never stays long. There's the guilt from before, and now after, that lingers; there's the notion that the White Fang will never stop; there's the fact that she cost her friend—her dearest friend—an arm; and there's the fact that she's afraid. She's so, so afraid—of what, who could say? So many things seemed worth running from—so she doesn't stop.<p>

The journey south into nothingness feels endless.

* * *

><p>Presently, there is no room in her for violence, only the desire to run. There is no room for the killer that resides softly inside of her somewhere. And she—<p>

It aches. Homesickness does not reach out to someone from the past, but from her present, and, hopefully, her future. Ashes of a girl she loves with her nonhuman soul dwell apart from one another inside of her, making her chest constrict when moonlight filters down through the trees and forms a halo around the shattered pieces hanging low above her head in the sky.

* * *

><p>It's a month and a half past when she comes to a halt in the woods. Her instincts push her low to the ground, against a tree, out of sight and the sunlight. In the shadows, her ears twitch under her bow; her eyes narrow; and her chin lifts when she thinks she hears a familiar voice.<p>

_Please_—

In a shower of gold and old, worn cloth, a familiar face finds itself in her line of sight. Ruby, Weiss, and the others are behind her, talking and laughing as they go.

"Yang!" The shout is out of her before she can stop herself.

"_Blake!_"

And then the world splits open, breaks apart, and knits itself back together until it's whole again in the same second it takes Blake to launch herself out of her hiding place and into Yang. Her whole heart bursts from the weight of her sins but she finds that it hurts a lot less than she expected to. Her vision blurs but there are two arms wrapping around her and a covered shoulder coming up to meet her mouth until she's breathing in the scent of a freefall.

Guilt drapes a cloak-self around her shoulders but warm hands shake it off—one flesh, one synthetic—and lips press against the top of her head, feather-light and sweet. In familiar company and in the arms of a girl she loves more than the girl will ever know her heart manages to piece itself back together like the world did when everyone thought it would end ages ago and again and again and again for all the times after it. Her heart beats like a boy in the back of a classroom beating a sweet thing with the marching band, and there is only light inside of her. The light isn't all that bright, or blinding, or white. No—it's gold, like the ash she thinks she might never un-see when she falls asleep.

_Please_—

"We've been looking everywhere for you," is what Ruby says from somewhere close to her right. "We were so worried."

_Please don't_—

"I'm so glad you're okay," is what Yang says into her hair.

_Please don't go—_

"Come on," Weiss says, yanking them apart. "We should get going."

Blake and Yang pull apart but they remain shoulder to the shoulder the whole way home.


End file.
